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CHAPTER XXIL
ALONE.

Upstairs lay Jenny, in the deep slumber
which profound weariness in youth begets;
the solemn sleep that, like death, smooths the
countenznce into an expression for \\l.{ic'h
kuman knowledge has no deflnition. With-
out a stir in her she lay, and the mysterious
sweatness of ber face wasa sight for love to
look upon with fear.

Suddenly she started, and awoke with one
of thoso quick leapings from sleep which the
sleepless soul will foree the body into, nnd
ent erect, with o frown of bewilderment, and
her beautiful eyes alirmed ond eager. She
had no watch to tell the hour, but upon the
carpet lay & stroak of sunshine, and the mel-
low glory of it was a hint to draw her
quickly to the window.

‘The sun was high, and a splendor as of
poontide upon the land. In sure belief that
she had overslept the hour for the pessing of
the coach, she took her hat in her band and
went downstairs. The first thing she bebeld
was the big Dutch clock just beside the door;
the hands of it pointed to the guarter past
ten, so that Marples was not to be reached
that day without posting.

With her eves fixed upon the clock, she
stood on the last step of the staircase, and
her bafled intentions plainly showed in the
wonder and embarrassment of her face—
until Mrs, Walker threw open the glass door
of the bulkhead dividing the passage from
what would now be termed the bar, and,
dropping her a little courtesy, hoped that she
was the better for her rest.

“But I have missed the coach, I fear,” said
Jenny, “if that clock be right.”

4Tt is right enough, ma'am. But Mrs
Mead is in the parlor, and will tell thee how
¢his bhapp'd, if she be not sleeping,” replied
Mrs, Walker, with something liko a look of
scontrition on her foee, if it wero not nervous-

ness

Without further words Jenny pusied open
the parlor door, and there, sure enough, ab
fuil length upon the sofs, wes Mrs. Mead
dsleep

But Jenny was in steaits which would not
permit of tender thoughtfulness. She wanted
to know why she had been allowed to miss
the coach, and what she was now to do. And
50 gave Mrs. Meed o push, which sot the old
woman talking in ber sleep. “Ay, ay, thee
need’st not bother—the Lord love ‘ee—an' it's
as true as this hand—yaw!"

“3rg, Mead! Mrs. dead!”

The old woman opened her eyes, staved ab
Jenny, lifted ker head, gave a terrific yawn,
and, planting ber loose knuckles into the net-
work ahont her aves, exclaimed ina smoth-
ering voice, “I've bin aslerp, Iilo believel”

“3rs Mend, it's n quurter past tem, and
the couch has been gone this long wh le, Oh,
why was I allowsd to sleep! 1 shall not get
away this day; and here must I stop, for i |
have not money enough to hire a post chase!”

. eried Jenny.

48it down, mistress, and think a bit before
ve quarrel.  For maybe T'll be showing ye
that its no fault o mine ye've missed the
coach, and thea liow sorrowful would your
heart Le for Leing anzry with Mother Mead,
who loves you,” said the o'd woman, continu-
ing torub her eyes until all the sleep wus
squeezed out of them. “Sally, Sally!” she
squenked; and on M« Walker running in,
Mrs. Meat pxhorted her to procure breakfast
at once for Jeuny, and to look in upon them
again nwesently, which was as good as say-
ing, “Don't listen now, at all events.”

“You must not think I could be angry with
you," said the girl, mournfuily, “but it is
asad thinz for wme to lose the coach; for I
boped to bo with Bridget this day, andin a
quict place, where I could think how Iam to
act in the future.”

“And what's to stop you thinking here!”
exclaimed © Mrs, Mead, “Isn't it quict
enough’—for hours together ye shull hear ue
sound but the hens talking and scraping in
the road. Besides, it's nearer thy homo nor
Mogples. And Jenny, Mrs. Jenny! Tl own
to thee it's my fault ye missed t! coachs and it
were my wish ye should. Whas did Isay to
%oa lnst night? Dreadful scandal will follow
you when folks hear you have roon away,
and T will not elp theo to b foolish.”

Jenny looked et her with astonishment and
fear. . Whatever force the objection might
still possess, sho thought that Mrs. Mead had
put it aside for good and all when sho offered
to wallk with hor to Winston.

“Givo vourself time to think,” continued
the old woman, “If ye should have a mind
to return to your mother, 'tis an cusy walk
from here; if you will still go forward, then
the coach will be at this door to-morrow
morn. DBut ve be taking a mighty step in
quitting home without iver lettinga eratur’
but me know wiere you've gone. It's be-
cause Ilove you that U've let you miss the
coach, and given you a whole day for reflec:
tion wi' thy home closo at hand.”

“)\y mind is quite made up,” said Jenny,
moving restlessly about the room.” “Iwill
not return Lome."”

“Well, that you say now, but by and by
you will bo thinking nnother way.”

“I am grieved to have missed tho coach,
but I am not angry,” she went on, in a sub-
dued but firm tone.  *It will be dull work
for me here all day; for I suppose you will
return to Greystouel”

The old woman nodded. Jenny looked at
her hard.

“Ars, Mead, be frank with me. What do
you wmean to do! Shall you tell mother
where I am?” -

Sl nmot answer ye,” replied the old
woman ratber sulkily, not liking Jenny's
shorpness,

“You have sworn to keep my soeret,” said
the girl reproachiully.

“Suppose the first man I met in the street
should be Mr, Shawi™ cried the okl woman,
in a shrill voice.

Jenny turned to the window aml looked
through it in silence.

“Sco yow, my dearie” said Mrs. Mead
mildly; “will ye let me judge how to act for
you?! If you were my child I could not wish
you better than I do; and thy fame, whick
must be the dearest thing a woman hath, is
my reason for bindering your journey this
day., Neither you nor e knows what is
being suid i Greystone, und things may hap
to-day to make ‘v thankful you budl not ali
the way from Marples to come, Dids here
while I go to Greystone. Il find vut ubout
thy mother, and how she bears thy going,
and what is said of thee, and all that should
o known,  And to-night will T return with
what news there is; and it shall either be
that you return to thy home again, or go
straight on into the world, as shall seem bost
on what report I bring you.”

If Mrs. Mead had snid this at flrst, Jenny
would have understood her motives. But,
says an anciont adage: “When you hear an
old woman talk straight, you shall see your
cow walk on its hind legs.” ’

“Thero may be good serse in what you
say,” replied Jenny, who had turned from
the window and stood with ber fine vyes
fixed on Mrs. Mead; “and here will I stop
i1l you come back. But truly Ido not know
that any news you could bring should take
me home again., For when f{ather misses me
his anger will bo terrible, and not to suve my
life would I face him without proof that I
am an honest girl”

At this moment Mrs. Walker came in with |
Jenny's breakinst. Sha chose to prepare tha
table herself, that she might have a good
sight of the young wife; for Jinny was a
wonderful heroine in the hostess'eyes, and
created a chancn for imagination to chew
upon that deserved to be made much of,

“Your papa isknown to me, ma’am,” said
she, courtesying, in token that the breakfast
was ready. I heerd him preach a sermon
onco—nay, it weer a lecture. ns I remember
—in St Martin's ball, down Beneh street, in
yonr town, He lath o strong voice, and is a
fine raan, as I thinke  Is he quite well?”

With a sad smile Jenny answerod her; and
us she seated herself at the table, Mrs, Mead
asked Sally nbout the wagon thet was to
carry her to Greystoru.

“Johnny shall pat the horse to when it
pleases ye,” replied Sully.

“The soomer the better,” snil thi
TWOILATL .

The so-called wagon was o staall metomor-
phosed cart, with a canvas Lood, and wheels
stout encugh to support a borse.  In ten
ninutes’ time it was ot the door, and on the
near shaft of it sat, with his hobnail boots
within a foot of the road, a sour-faced man,
who sucked an inverted pipe, and doggedly
combed horseflics off the rough hido of the
horse with a whip. Sally came into the
parlor to announce it, and Mrs, Mead at once
got up and put on her old Lonnet and
shawl,

] shall find ye here when Icome back?”
said she, interrogatively, holding Jenny’s
hand. .

“Yes, 1 will walt for you,” replied the
girl, wearily, with the now familiar absent
look in ber gyes.

The old woman hobbled out of the room
after her friend, and, with a hard expression
of misery on her face, Jenny went to the
sofa and leaned her head upon it

ol
-

CHAPTER XXIIL
RS, MEAD RETCRNS TO GREYSTONE.

#] know I'm doin' right. Niver could-I
bold up my head if they got saying it were
Judith Mead as helped Michael's girl to roon
pway and leave her character bebind her,”
snid Mrs. Meed to hersell as the wagon
drove off; and upon a lcosened trussof hay she
sat, right in the center of the veliele, staring
out of the shadow at the pretty little inn
that was drrapping Lehind,

It was eleven o'clock when they arrived at
the top of the High street.of Greystone,

“This'll do, mister,” exclaimed Mrs. Mead,
who had no opialon of Johrxy as a driver,
and was weary of the jolting inflicted on
ber, and the miserably slow way they made;
“ye needn't go no further.”

Johnny, however, refused to take any
potice of her request There was an ale
house some distenee down the street, and not
until the wagon was abreast of it did he ery,
“Whoa!” Then droppingz from his perch,
with a trific of briskness In the action, he
came round to tho back of the cart. and
said, “Ye can get down bere if ye loike."

The oll woman scrambled down as best
sho coulid. and Jolmny locked on with a grin
at her boots. The: correcting his smile as
she fnced round upon him, he said:

“This here's the Wheatshea’, and the flavey
in the liquor is as foine as though 'twar all
roon stoof.”

“Ye'ro welcome to drink as much as_iver
they'll trust ye with,” replied Mrs, Mend
tartly.

“Aven't ye goin' to stand summat?” eried
the wan.

“Yes, half a pint o’ vinesar, if ye're good
to drink it,” answered the old woman. -

“Go along, or I'll get ye drownt for a
witch,” shouted the disappointed Johnny;
and off he went, chuckling audibly.

Not ten yards, however, could she go with-
out mecting an sequaintance.  Who should
this bo but old Mrs. Bruff, going to her snufl
shop in George stroet, with her dinner In o
paper parcel.

“Good marnin’, Mrs. Moad. How are
rou? 'Tis an age sin I seen yo my way.”

“«I'm middlin' well, thank ‘ee, Mrs. Brail.
As to comin’ your way, what hath snuff to
say to a lone old cratur’ that counts her val-
ley in fardenst The flics, they do tickle,
truly. Them und the dogs knows what's
zood,” exclaimed Mrs. Mead, with a glance
at the paper parcel. “And doth not the par-
son sny that prosperity draws stranze things
to it:”

“Ye're allers quizzing, Mrs. Mend. Pros-
perity, indeed! Five and fourpence was my
airnings Jast weels; scarce three loaves in it—
thanks to them wagabone French, ns it's a
mussy for them I nin't n man.”

“Well, and ye give me no news? That tivo
gossips should roast i this heat with nothing
tosay! But they're wonderful linrs i’ Grey-
stone,” said Mra Meml

“News—to thee!” criol Mrs. Braff, with a
ludicrous toss of the head. “Why, here I
stand for truth; fir, as you suy, they're
dreadfnl linrs i' Groystone.”

“The truth o' what?"

“But you know!” exclalmad Mrs. Bruff.
looking at ler ol compunion with nbsurd
incredulity in her face,

“I do not know,” replied Mrs, Mead, swith
tho eagerness of n born gossip. “Lam this
minnte arrived from Winston, and if any-
thing hath happ'd I'm as strange to itas a
unborn infant.”

“Why, then,” sald Mrs, Bruff, spenking
slowly, and with evident sense of superiority,
“it's overywheres towd that Mike Strang-
field’s wonch hath run away for shame o
the wrong done Ler by Dr. Shaw's son.  But
that's not it, neither. Not twenty minutes
since, I met Dencon Skelton, who says to me,
'Is it true, Mrs Bruff, that my brother
Strangfield is dead? ‘The Lord forbid,’ |
says. ‘I hope not, Mr. Skelton.! T'm afenrd
he is, then,’ e says.  “Jim Mason,' he says,
him as keeps the Hlue Poste had the
nows from Tom Raflles, as is cousin to the
Stpanefiolds’ servint; Polly her name is.
She was sent fur the doetor, but cnme fust
in fright to her mother—who's kept her bod
sif'  April, poor wretch—an' says thit
Strangfield’s fell down in a fit, and’s a dead
man. ‘Lord bless me, sir!' says 1"

“That's news indeed!”  exelaimed M
Mead, very pale, and eatehing up her dress,
ST its true, it's ns strange a wisitation ne
any that iver I rend of in Huly Writ. Good-
by toye. Youw've put me ina hurry, Mrs
Brufl. Lord save us! what wonderful things
happen in this life!”

She was limping rapidly away before M
Brofl eould return her farewell

She was too experienced a gossip herself to
lelieve in the aecuraey of any story related;
but then, likewise, sho well knew that almost
never dogs any story get sbrowd without
foundation. They may say theres n flame
where there is ouly a spark: but besure thers
is fire of som= kinl.

Hastily down the strest she went.  Ar-
vived at ler home, she washed her face,
Lrushed ber Lair, dusted her bonnet amd
shoes, and, glancing at the cupbonrd, to
make sure of a bit of dinner to ba cooked on
hier return, she sallied forth once more, and
wallzed direct to Strapgfleld's house

No outward and visible sign there was of
anything belug amiss,

Mrs. Mead knocked softly, and, with un-
vasiness bred in har by the dislike bore her
by the Strangfields, kopt herself ciose, that
she might not Le spied by any sideways
glance from the window. Nocne respond-
ing, she knocked again loudly, and presently
the door was opened by Mrs. Strangfleld
herself.

The desolate white and grief of the poor

moving to heheld. The utter forloriiness of
the eyes, the piteous droop of the mouth, the
dishevelment of hair and attire, which into
grief throws a violent dramatic clement,
were beyon ! exoression.  Sha Jooked at Mrs.
Mead, while the old lady bobhed a courtesy,
as o person to whom everpthing that offers
has a meaning cruclly bard to master.
a3l forbid, mistress,” said Mrs. Mead,
sye should think I am coma out of avil curi-
osity.  They "say tie dencon hath been
steieken i, and positively would T know
this from one who hath the truth,”
“Why do you come here for newst  This is
a honse of meurninz now. I am n desolate,
- woman.  Heaven help me replied
sangedivll inon brokon voies,

i,
danghtor's leavin' ye," said Mrs. Mead, with
deep compassion.  “But what hath happ'd to
the deneon?  For the Lord's snke let me hear
it &Y you, ma'um!”

“He hath Leens struck with paralysis, and
Jies dying and calling for his deughter. That
is the truth,  And now must 1 go to him, for
your knock has brought me from his bed,
and the maid is nway on an errand, and 1
am alone in the house.”

She spoke with stolidity of ecxhausted
grief, and wus stepping back to close the
door.

Stay ! cried Mrs. Mead, “I bring thee
pews of thy child”

The mother wheeled round with a shriek,
and with both hands seized Ler arm.

“1What of her? Is she living?

“Living and well.  Not an hour ago I left
her."”

Mrs. Strangficld had no words, The sudden
dispersion of the fears that had torn her
heart wos a moral convulsion that deprived
ker of spoech. She stood with Ler fiugers
clutching hard the old woman’s arm, Then
incoberently she spoke.

“Sweet girl! How hath she been wronged!
My pretty one! Alive, indeed, and 1 have
been praying for thee, Oh, whata sorrow
to befall the pure in heart! Goil forgive ns!”

She drooped and leaned toward Mrs, Mead,
und brought up the old hand to her mouth
and kissed it, weeping the while such tears
ns only mothers weep, :

#Alive and well!” sho bLurst out again.
“Dagr heart, to bring me such good tidings!
Come in, como in! God is good to send
thee! Dear Leart. what joy you glve ma!”
With drops trickling down ber furrowed

cheelr, Brs, Mead suffergd berself to bp
drawn into the homse hy the passionate
mother.

“Quick, now, dear friend,” cried Mrs.
Strangfield, feverishly. “Tell me where my
girl is! Is she in Greystonei— Oh, my
poor heart!” !

“She is at Winston, at the Greylound
there, and you mun go and feteh ber, and
tell her what blagr hath fallen on thee, or
she will not retoorn,  Oh, she is bitter—amd
righitly so!" quavered the old woman, in o
vuice strangely composed of indignation and
sympathy,  “Niver, she swears, will she
come to her home again, to be despised and
thought vilely of. For her dying father she
may come—but you must fetch her, mis-
tress,”

“Come! Oh, she will come when sho sees
my face, and hears that her father lies moan-
ing for Ler. Besides, hath not Dr. Shaw
proved hor a married woman? Ay, this very
morning, Mrs, Mead, he camo to bring us
written proof of my Jenny's marringe with
Cuthbert Shaw! But how can I leave my
husband?" she cried, distractedly. “The
doctor snys ho must be watched. And how
can I feteh my Jenny and be with my poor
“Aichnoli”

“¥ell, woll! truly proved married! And
she hath told nc lies, thent” gasped
Mead. “The Lord forgive ye for all the pain
you have given her.  What didat thee suyi—
thy husband wants nursing? Whbilo ye're
gone I'll wateh by him.  I've nursed a many
' my time. Hath he his mind?"

“Yes; he lies still—he hns no power in one
arm—and he groans sadly. e calls for
Jenny, and— Oh, Mrs. Mead! if T am not
quick he may never sce her azain in this
world. Dear Mrs, Mead, since you wiil stop,
runup to him now, denr heart, while T get
my bonnet. Iwill be very quick. Do you
nind, I have vourage o he quick since she is
living, Straight up, Mrs. Mead, to the right.
Stay, I will show thez, Oh, God grant him
o little lifa!"

She ran upstairs swiftly, yet with light
feat, and Mrs. Mead wont laboriously, quiv-
cring and stumbling after her, Outside the
door quite clenrly was the groaning of the
man heard. Ha lay on his back looking to-
ward the wall, and in the gloom of the
room kis face was searcely distinguishable
from the pillow for the whiteness of it.

With,finger on her lip Mrs. Strangficld mo-
tioned to Mrs, Mead to talke tho chair by the
bedside; and, nimbly appareling berself, she
came to the old woman’s ear and Lreath-
lessly delivered instructions. They were
simple enougl, and to Mrs, Meawd's discration
was left the explanation of her prosence if
Steangfield shoull cbserve her.  Dut, truly,
there seemial little chance of this; never
onen, sines liftod from e parlor floor and
Inid upon the bed, had he stirved, and “that
should be over three bours, At regular “in-
torvals e groaned, and as- his wifo glided
cut of the ruom he called for Jenny.

CHAPTER XXIV.
JENNY AND HER MOTHER.

Just out of High strect, not a stone’s
throw from the church, lived Mr. Franklin,
who owned the Swiftsure coach that plied
between Greystone and the old city on tho
road to London.

He was a pudding-faced man, and shaped
like a ball in that part of his body which the
band of his breeches cirelod; and he stood,
with his legs wide apart, sucking a straw at
the gatewny of his yard, wherein, nnder
sheds, stood his rolling stock, when Mis,
Strangficld Lreathlessly came to him, and
besought him, with clasped, entreating
hands, ‘instantly to order out ome of his
eonches, that she might be driven to Win-
ston.

Now, fortunately for her, Franklin was a
prompt man; and reading urgeacy in the
poor woman's desperate fuce, le gave o
shrill whistle, and out from a little oflice
tumbled o knock-knced hostler.

“Number Two, Jeremy, and Sarah's your
gal.  Lat Thomas scrape hissell, wul tell
bim the led:dy's waiting,” said Mr, Frankling
and with dispatel that woull plensure this
eloctrie nge to experlence, o eoach rattled up
to the gate.

“To the Greyhound, at Winston, as quick
as ever you can gallop,™ eried  Mrs, Strang-
field: uud in u trice the heavy-wheeled vehi-
ele was seattering loungers in the roaudway
on to the pavements, nnd making tha shiop
windows clink to the thunder of its progress.

Still, it was o half-how's drive, and o ter-
vibly hustling one.

At last the village hove in sight; a little
sow of cottnges swept by, and the ecoach
come to n stand in front of the glass door of
the Greyhound inn. The man descended
from the box of the conch, though alrewly
she was spraining her wrist in desperato
efforts toopen the door for berself; aud no
sooner was she liberated than sho flew into
the arms of Sally, who, having caught sight
of the coach from a window, was running to
the door.

“Are you the mistressi” suid Mrs. Strang-
fleld, in o wild way.

4¥e3, I be, ma'am,” replied Sally, with a
civil courtesy.

“Is there a lndy herei”

woman's face was indeed something heart

“Ay: an' you be her mother, I rockon.”

wlead, ye be, if it is only for your

“ "aim hér miother. Talke me to her at

onee.”

Though Sally bhad been fortified with a
dozen scruples, they would have been help-
lessly swopt away by the peremptoriness of
this command,

UShe's just where Mrz. Moal left her,
ma'sm.  This way, plense,” and she went to
the parlor door and thraw it open, saying:
4Here be thy mother, mistress,”

Jenny was standing at the window over-
leoking the sresn space of wirden at the back
of the hous».  With a stupefied face on her
she turnel, and a ery left her lips, and she
stepped baek a pace when her mother rmshed
toher. Then, like w tlash of nizht at vhe
sight of thie beloved face, an impulseof love
and joy leapel up in her; and in close, sob-
Ling embrac: were they lockel ns Sally,
looking away from the sacred sight, closed
the duor upon them,

40k, Jeuny, why are you here! why didst
thea loave me!” eried Mrs Straugtichd, re-
linquishing her daughter {o gaze ot her,
with eyes in which rapture and sorrow were
strangely Llended,  “Never was mother's
heart wrung as mine was when this morn-
ing I beheld your bed untouched, and you
were nob near to answer to my call.”

4 could mot stay. Fathgr woull have
taken me to London to-day; dhd sce what a
mad journey it wonld have been, and how
ernel my ignorance would make him!" the
girl said, pushing back her hair, and stand-
ing in a half defiant, half drooping posture
before her mother, :

“Thy father! Oh, Jenny! not enly is it
my love for thee that has brought me here in
mad haste—thy father is dymng! Ay, he
may be dead before we can return to him!"

“Dying!— Mother, what do you say?”
said Jenny, taking, so to speals, o flrmer hold
of the floor with her feet, and- frowning,
while a sickly hue of pallor overspread her

4Oh, Jenny! for the sake of God who bath
brought me to thez, put on your hat and come
with me quickly. I tell you your father is
dying—he fell to the ground when Dr. Shaw
brought him proof of your mavringe with
Cuthbert. Dostnot thee know that the doctor
has proved thee Lis son’s wifie! Al my poor
heart, how should she know!—ud ihat the
eatsse of thy liusbnn 1's mis<isg, as the doctor
believes, is that he was 1 by the press
gang and earri ay to soal Down thy
tather fell, and we bore him to bis room, aod
the surgeon fears for his life; and all tho
while he lies groaning and erying upon thy
name. ‘Bring Jenny to me! bring Jenny to
me! he monns. My pretty, coma quickly,
or you'll see him: no more in this world. L

The girl stood. transfixed and overwhelmed
by her mother's naws,  Then you could bave
sean her battling with the rnsh and surge of
tnmultuons emations n whole minute ere she
spoke.

“Do yon teil me that my darling is
carried away to sea?” she said, in a febrile
whispar,

“1Tj5 what his father boelieves.” X

“And that Dr, Shaw hath proved me bhis
son's wife to my father?”

“Yos, indeed, He camo with a paper, and
the sizht of it bath killed thy father. Kis
Lear is broken for the wrong he has done
his only one!” wailed the mother. “Oh,
Jenny, do not delay! Thers isacoach ab
the door. Make hasts to put on your hat.
You would not let him be moaning for theo
in dyisg sorrew and not come:”

She looked at her mother with a wonder-
ful ex wession of troubled_nmazement and
ineredulons horror in her eyes, then took up
ber bat, anl in a few minutes was ready to
dopart.  As sho loft the room she met Mrs,
Walker, into whoss hand she slipped a
guinen, giving her a sweet, strange smilo as
ghe did se, but quita powerless to speak.
The woman, much affected by Jenny's
naniticence, put the little trunk into the
coach, and low and numerous were the
courtesies she dropped as it drove off.

The rattle of wheel and window, if not a
prohibition to speech, was a declded obstacle
te the hearing. But Mrs, Strangfleld had
too much to say to hold her peace.  With her
child’s hand locked in hers she poured her
heart into Jenny's ear, and all the story of
Dr. Shaw’s visit told her, and the medieal
man's judgment an Michael's condition, with
whatever else that ber bead was giddy with
—sometimes reproaching and  Somotimes
breaking into passionat: oxelamations of
rapture, which thoughts of her husband
would inevitably choke; silent scarcely ever,
and of the matter of her volubility leaving
Jeany, amid the roar of the conch, in pos-
sossion of but very small fragments,

And the givlt

Her father knew ut lnst that she was houest,
and for a hriof while had exultation, nf tho
kind that inflames the madman’s eye, swelled
until it had sickened her heart with the force
and fuliness of it, DBut the emolion died
under the heavy droop of humiliated henor.
She bad won back her name, but what had
the victory cost her?  Her husband was gone,
her father was dying, her heart was wounded
and bleeding badly.

Tho bitter passion of shame that had
driven her from Groystono revisited ler
sgain when the conch entored the High
street, and sho leanod back and involuntarily
drew her veil over her face, The mother
stapped the conch nt the cornar of the street,
that the jarof the wheels ight not penc-
trate the resonant wooden lhouse, and
alighted with her daughter, and both of
them went quickly in

\fother," whispered Jenny, standing in
the passage ds n stranger might, “I will
stay here till youThave seen him."

“In the parlor, then, dearest, und rest thee
Oh, Jenny, pray God to spare bim! He is
thy father."”

Softly the poor woman climbed the stuirs,
and Jenny went into the littls room which,
in all ber Jife, she had vowed never azuin to
enter,  Speculating she stood, wondering
how it had befallen that her mother had
come 50 speedily,

Then throwgh the doorway came a whis-
par—"Jenny!"

She went out, nd on the stairs she saw
her mother, whe for despair could only
beckon or toss her hands.  She follnwed
Mrs, Strangfleld upstpirs, with a erceping
chill over Ler limbs, and ‘the sensation of o
thousand quivering fibers in her body,

In the Ledroom near the bid were Lwo
figures whom she could not immediately dis-
tingnish for the feeble light in the chamber;
but she speedily found that one was Mis,
Mead and the other the doctor.

Both figures drew pwny when mother and
daughter came into the reom.  Mrs. Strang-
fleld went to the bedside, and, benling over
the mationless form upon it, said, in o whis-
per of vxiuisite sudness:

“ichnel, Jenny is bhoepe. Wit thou speak
to Leri” ;
| For some momeats there was no an<

At last, in u faint, hoarse murmur, the dying
man snid:

“Lot her take my hand and kiss me. June,
thee knowest that 1 cannot move.”

Tho girl went to her fathur, il put her
hand into his and kissed his forehemd

“Jenny, my little ane,” be murmureld, “thee
didst wrong to trick me. Of old did the
prophiet chide, saying, ‘And thou saidst, 1
shall be a lndy forever; so that thou didst
not lay these things to thy heart, neither
didst remember the latter end of it.' But
thy punishment has been sore, my poor one.
By thee am I conemned, whom I condemned.
1 was a liar for speaking what, in my wrath,
1 belivved the truth; and it did nearly breuk
thy heart, poor wench, as mine is broken!”

No pathos the meaning of his words hal
could equel the deeply movingeffest given te

i
Tie srmoured,

LN N W
Junny, my little one.”
turned

them Ly his speaking with his he
awny, all power lost, lifa cbbi m lim
ns surcly as the shadows cast by the sun were
slowly circling to the east, whence darkuess
comes. She hung over him with dry eyvs,
for tho griel in Ler was too deep for tears,

“Father,” sho whispered, “T wronged thee
Ly loving seeretly; Lut has not my Lushand's
going wrung my heart with punishment
cnough? Truly, I was innocent of worse sin
than deceit; and now tisut you know Iam
innocent, and bear with my kisses, I counld
be happy ‘o die.

No answer did ho return, and he began to
brenthe heavily; on which the doctor came
gently to her, and would have led her from
the bed: but the father had a grip of her
Land, and she would not disengage his hold.

Snid the mother, in a feeble whisper:

“Is there no hope!”

The doetor shook his head, end let his chin
tall on his Lreast, and stood quiet, with his
Lignils clasped.

No more wns said.

What was killing him, God knows! Not
paralysis only, nor y»t a broken heart. Yot
visibly was taedyin s, ne? the difflenlt breath
grow anl within an

spomer el wosers
 CTST I E LT TN
braati dz e
iz el Hea
mess in the =
was near b

s retarn to her home the

mitd  the baody growe-
wl away amid a decp
s ant Jenny hee
v uob that he W
unti! n st i thee hold of his fingees
mede her shriek cut,

Thus id it come about; and the mother
and danght ¢ owept in oach other’s arss”
while the dortor glide 1 nolsclessly from  the
honse, and 3es, Momd fenderly closed the
el inen’s oves, and weiled the marble
silenee of bis Naee,

(Tor BE CONTINU )
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~ INSURE YOUR PROPERTY
WITH
KIRK ROBINSON, AGENT.
COMPANIES ALL FIST-CLASS AND
RELIABLE.

LOSSES IROMPTLY ADJUSTED AND
PAID.

COLLECTIONS PROMPTLY ATTEND-

. ED TO. '
[ oam stil selling Drick, Lime, Laths,

air and other Building Material.

4 D

I am now prepared Lo furnish Cond and

Wood in any quantity. Al orders left
with ute shall have prompt attention. o
harged,  Give me o tvial,

KIHK LODBINSON.

Tor SHale

VALUADBLE PLANTATION
A X gt miles east of town on the Five
Chop roal. Contains 300 aeres of Tand, 150
of which is under enltivation, and remain-
der well wooded with pine. oak, hickory,
&e. Besides dwelling amd other necessary
Iifldings, all of which are in excellent eon-
dition, there is aowell appointed, steam gin,
saw and grist mill, with power cotton press,
seetd erusher, cotton glevator,” wagon seales
and eut off saw, On the place isan exeel-
lent earp pond, stocked with sealecarp (the
enly pond i this county, o my knowledze,
thiad Do vadsed earp.)” This place is eaeel-
lently loeated in the center of o thickly
setticd neighborhomd,  there-hy possessing
exeelleai advantazes asa loeation for phy-
sieian, This place with stock el alb other
appurteninees, together with crop maule
wpon it this year, exeepleotton vropy will e
sold on Lterms fo suit prurchaser, « Apply to

W, s Banrox, M, D,
ssiarwall Faem, Orangebus, S, C)
June d=1nn
it : 4
1 {

Van Opstell’s Photograph Gallery
OVEL I L OWEN'S, Russell Street,
Orungehurg, S, C,

Torry ennic: 1 have opened o first-
class Photo Gallery. Lwoull e plensed e
have sainples of work cxamined st Gallery,

Al werk strivkly fist-class,

Photos of Grotps awl Bibies o speciality
hy Instant methold, Al Vewing Exteriors,
Pwellings, Tforses, Dogs  and Animals
taken at short uotice by instant method.

Ol pietures coplediand entaraed, Special
attention wiven to this branch of work.
Pictures fini=hed inowater eolors, India Ink
amd Crayon,  Alsu Photo taken from the
size of Sillest pocket to fullTite 353 feet
Al work done with neatness anl dispatel.
Viwine any where iv the Stde. Speeial
discounts o all orders over 300, Give
me @ oeall, owill assuresatistaetion. Adl
work CASLH ON DELIVERY. ostively
no eredil. VAN ORSDELL, Artist,
SJduly 17 Raesseli el o eanuehnre, S, €,

1o Nale,
bt et ( ) AU ES GOOD O FARMING
$e) Tt Joented i Lavons Towns=hip,
Orangehure Connty, seven miles frows the
toownn of =St Mattleews.

Ope i red it seventy=five aeves enl-
tivable, retmbnder wiell timben A owoind
“ren of witter runming the entive length

of traet, with wader power and machinery
for vinping arimlineg,
o ool Toetv=tive saw Elott aing aand e
fine vernge Mides  Any one wishing it vers
Aeciralle P wonkd doowell toeonfer with
the undersicied betore purelinsing.

duly metno JAS, M. MOss,

“HOQRE COUNTY GRIT”

e World £ Tabile Menl.

priteatim,  Send for priced ob
roand Pader Fnnrs sl Mill-
ined foilrrs, =iw

nllns s, Ke,

ar he 'Tllilk!‘-’.
Yoo by .

very L
rolinn Mill-

v

1 = At Fou want Nt T
five reforynces,  Address, North {
wionie U, Varhenedd, Moo Co, N

ABIAL LATHROP, B M. WANNAMAKER,
Orangeburg, S, C. St Matthews, 5. €

ATHROP & WANNAMAKELR,

i
ATTORNEYS AT LAW,
ORANGEBULG, B, U,
Oftice Up Stairs Over the Postollice,

Alzn Tor .-:|l;_-|

SLAUGHTER

THIS MONTH

IN FINE DRESS &00DS.

The evitienl thme in the Dress Goods frade

of the season s aerived sl

HENRY KOHN

will not delay the vsual
Al
CUT
Which he makes in the prices of bis Spring
Dress Goods Stoek in oxder to close them

out !

Those who desjre to get the most for their
I 1 T N T
MONEY

always respomd to my noetiee of “CUT

PRICES."

Cashmeres, Plaids, Xlbertross, Freneh
Lazes, Mikado Suitings sund Tricot Cloths,
fave heen veduesd fully 25 per eent. 1o re-

duee the stock,

Fine White Embroiderad Rubes in boxes
fronn 2,50, 22,55 and &5, these prices are

ot lidt of forner priee,

SHOES.

HENRY KOHN'S neve Shoes aud Slip-
pers, the hest ad ehieadest stoek ever offer
e i the City. L
NOSHOUDY SHOES!

NO TRASSIOES!

HENLEY KOLN'S stock ol Rilbons and
Litees, is beyond compirison, the largest

el ehenpest assovtuent i the Uity
RUGS, MATTINGS AND SHADES.

Shatde and patent rollers coiplite Taeents,

Gients reinforoed Shicts, Hoen tronts 50

TS
St i G, THENTEY KON leads
i e Clisling trade for Mo, Boys and
Chilidbren, beestee and ook when Yo wiant
st of Clothing,
Thotsals of Dargains in Corsets, Fans,

Hiited spaee

Dannestivs, Cassimiers, &
forbids the wention of.

I'E CONTS RNOTIFIN 1O LOOK.

It will save you money todo =0,

HENRY KOHN,

LEADER OF LOW PRICES.



